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Author's Notes: 
| used \"Kinda | Want To\" by Nine Inch Nails for the background music in the dream. (Sorry it took so long to 
get another story up here, by the way--real life and a little burnout took their toll, but things are better 


now.) 


The first thing that came to mind was okay, they're doing the hot-mom show now. The second was that the 
figure in a blouse and skirt somehow looked.familiar. He took off his glasses, breathed on the lenses, and wiped 
them with a corner on his shirt. As he put them back on, his brain and mouth worked at the same time: 
"Schneider?" 


He found himself unable to stop watching the stage. The drummer's skirt hiked up as legs wrapped around a 
pole, and Flake gulped. When had those legs become so fascinating? 


| cant shake this feeling from my head. 


He agreed with Trent Reznor's lyrics. Onstage, Schneider's hips were thrusting back and forth in a way that 
made Flake wish he were the pole and not the audience. He licked his lips and stared; his heart pounded, 
demanding release from its rib-cage prison. The dance continued, with the skirt around Schneider's hips and the 
legs fully exposed. They swirled around the pole as a hand reached out, and the index finger curled in a come- 


hither motion. 
Flake pointed to his chest and looked up. His lips formed the answer: "Me?" 


Schneider nodded, repeating the motion, and the keyboard player found himself on the stage before he knew 
what had happened. 


And | know its not the right thing 
And | know its not the good thing 
But kinda | want fo.. 


The hand that had called him to the stage was in his hair, taking off his glasses (good riddance, he figured; he 
didn't need them for this anyway), sliding along his jaw. It roamed down, grazing his neck and pulling him head- 
first into lipstick and suction. He reached up, finding a five-o'-clock shadow under the makeup; the sandpaper 
sensation brought a question to mind: why didn't / do this ten years ago? He answered his own question by 
nipping at Schneider's collarbone, then diving in for the kill. The hell with it He had other things to discover. 


They ended up lying down on the stage, hands sliding under clothing. Flake looked over at the rows of empty 


seats, then down into Schneider's face. "There isn't anyone else here, is there?" 
"No. We're alone. Zoran runs the club, but he only comes in on Tuesdays-to check up on things.’ 
"What about the other..dancers?" 


"Oh. No one's on the clock right now. They won't be until tonight." Even under the swirls of red light, the 


drummer's face seemed to relax. "Looks like I've got you all to myself." 

"Good. I'd hate to be walked in on. So.how much extra does this cost?" 

"This one's on me." 

He found nothing to say in response. /ve got you all to myself, however, echoed between his ears as he went 
back to his discoveries. He found, for example, that if he ran his tongue along certain spots in just the right 


way the body under him would tremble, and he focused on that for a while. His hands pushed away fabric-- 
the better to get to the warmth underneath--until he found himself flat on his back. 


"My turn" Schneider was straddling him now, reaching into his pants, and he gasped when a hand found exactly 


what he'd hoped it would find He reached down to help get his briefs out of the way.. 


.and looked around, to find that he was on the touring plane with his cheek to the window. He glanced into his 
lap and saw the tell-tale bulge. Oh, shit. A peek over at Schneider, whose face was buried in a newspaper, only 
added to his irritation. How the hell did I get hard over him, of all people? | don’t even swing that way in the first 


place.. 


"Hey, welcome back" Paul leaned in--too close to miss the bulge in his crotch, it turned out. "So..some dream 


girl, huh?" 
"| don't know what you're talking about" Heat flared from his eyes, despite his best effort at holding it back 
"She must've been hot. You're harder than Chinese algebra, there” 

Shut up! That had gone too far. His hand reached around and smacked the back of Paul's head 

"Ow! What'd you do that for?" 


He refused to show any remorse in his voice. "I'll tell you later, but if you ever let another living soul 


know..we're gonna need a new guitarist." 

Richard--oh, shit, another one who cant keep his mouth shut--turned around. "| think we're fine with two 
guitarists for the live shows, but maybe we could discuss getting a guest player in." A glare left his jaw slack 
"Just a thought. By the way, what was that about Chinese algebra?” 

"Nothing. Forget it! 

Paul chimed in. "Yeah. It's nothing." 

Nothing, my ass. Damn Down, boy..yeah, [ve gotta take care of this "Hey, | need to get up." 


Paul's eyes glowed. "You've gotta." 


"Piss. I've gotta piss. Get your mind outta the gutter." He added another glare and a sotto voce "Remember 
what | said?" 


Paul scrambled out of his seat, and Flake followed him into the aisle. "Damn, you're cranky. Maybe you need 


more sleep." 


Maybe | do, later. Who knows, maybe lil get a woman the next time. He headed for the door at the back of the 
plane, but not before turning around for another peek at the drummer. He was pretty convincing as a woman in 


the video--/ will give him that, though He shook his head. / need to get laid again 


